The Qmicatt Ht fiery of 

T o haue her loue : prouided that your fortune 
Atchieu'd herMiftris. 

Por.h this true, Nerrifa? 

Afer.Maddam it is, fo you ftant. (leas’d witheti. 

‘Bajf. And do you Cjratmo me? >?; good faith f 
6m.Yes faith my Lord. 

Tajf.Out feaft (hall be much honoured in your marriage. 

Gra, Wee'l play with them the firftboy for a thoufand ducats 
JVer, What, and (lake downe ? 

(jra. No,we (hall nere win at that fport and ftakc downe. 
But who comes heere, Lorenzo and his infidell i 
What,and my olde Venetian friend, Salens} 

Enter Lorenzo, Iejfica,and Seder to a mejfengerfrom Venice, 
Bajf Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither. 

If that the youth of my new intreft heere 
Haue power to bid you welcome : by your Ieauc 
I bid my very friends and countrymen 
Sweete Portia welcome. 

For. So do I my Lord, they are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thanke your Honour,for my part my Lord, 

My purpole was not to haue feene you heere. 

But meeting with Salerio by the way. 

He did entreate me paft all faying nay. 

To come with him along. 

&*/.Ididn^Lord, 

And I haue reafon for it. Signior Antbonio 
Commends him to you. 

“Bajf. Ere I ope his Letter, 

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not ficke my Lord, vnleffe it be in minde. 

Nor well,vnleffe in minde this Letter there 
Will (hew you his eftate. 

He opens the Letter. 

Gra.Nerriffa,ebeerc yon ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio , what’s the newes from Venice £ 

How 




the ei "Merchant of Venice . 

How doth that royall Merchant,good Antbonio ? 

I know he will be glad of our fucceffe. 

We are the Iafens,we haue won the fleece. 

Sal, I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. x 
Par .There are fome (hrewd contents in yon fame paper, 
That fteales the colour from Bajptnios cheeke. 

Some deare friend dead,clfe nothing in the world 
Could turne fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man : what worfe and worfc ? 

With leaue Bafanio, I am halfe your felfc, 

And I mud freely haue the halfe of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fwcctc Portia, 

Heere arc a few of the vnpleafantft words 
That euer blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 

When 1 did firft impart my loue to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran inmy veines,I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true : and yet decre Lady* 

Rating my felfc at nothing,you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggart,when I told you 
My date was nothing.l fiiouLd thenbaue.told you.. ' 

That 1 was worfe then nothing ; for indeed 
5 haue ingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, 

Jngag’d my friend to his meere enemy 
To feed my meanes.Heet’sa Letter Lady, 

The paper as the body of my friend, 

And euery word in it a gaping wound, 

Iffuing life blood.But is it true Salerio ? 

Hath all his ventures faild ? whac,not one hit, , 

From T rtpolie ,from Mexico , and England, 

From Lis bon, Barb ary , and India , 

And not one vcflell fcape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marringxocks ? 

Sal. Not one my Lord. 

BefideSjit fhouldappearc,that if he had . ,> 
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